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Wack-a-Pow 


by Anonymous 


Summary 


Sokka's not sure how this happened. He'd blame long boring meetings maybe making him go 
slightly loopy. But he's started thinking that watching Zuko, seeing him do his Fire Lord 
thing, is the best part of his day. 


Notes 


The return of the fluff. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Robes weren't supposed to be flattering. Arguably, even though they were very finely made, 
Zuko's weren't all that out of the ordinary. 


If anything, he'd simplified his version after a few initial years as Fire Lord where he felt he 
had to tow the line and be as traditional a Fire Lord as he could possibly be. At least in terms 
of how he presented himself. He most definitely wasn't following the example set for him by 
the three previous generations of Fire Lord in anything other than dress. 


He was making Sokka, the entire Team Avatar, proud. 
That was the reason Sokka had agreed to this Ambassador gig. 


The chance to see Zuko in action and lend a hand however he could while also serving his 
own people. Also getting to hang out with Suki again. And Zuko when he had the time. And 
getting to play doting Uncle to baby Izumi - great practice for when Katara and Aang's 
"Bump' finally arrived. 


He knew this meeting was one of the more important ones - the kick-off meeting for a 
cultural and educational exchange program - so why couldn't he take his eyes off the 
swishing, almost blood red fabric and how with every energetic movement they revealed just 
a hint of the powerful body underneath? 


It was almost hypnotic. If he'd been anymore tired - and he was a little - Sokka suspected that 
focusing on the flowing, rippling material could have put him to sleep. 


But that wasn't what he was focusing on. Was it? 


His eyes were supposed to be observing the room, the other occupants, or at the very least 
looking at Zuko's face. But the swish of the fabric had led his eyes to wandering, and it 
finally clicked that they kept being drawn to one particular spot. 


He couldn't stop looking at Zuko's ass. 


Not that he could see much of it. Just the odd hint of firm, rounded muscle whenever the Fire 
Lord turned and moved. 


Maybe it was the mystery aspect of it? He hadn't seen Zuko out of those robes in years. The 
last time he had, his friend had still been mostly in the lanky teen phase. 


That certainly wasn't the case anymore. 


He'd filled out in a way totally different to Sokka and Aang. His shoulders and chest 
broadening, but not too much, while still retaining the slim yet powerful build he'd already 
had at 16. 


Sokka's mouth had gone dry picturing it. He sat up straight as it hit htm. He was turned on. 
Uncomfortably so. 


He shifted in his seat. His neighboring delegate, a council woman from Yu Dao, shot him a 
curious look, which he ignored, but it didn't go un-noticed. 


"Sokka, was there something you wanted to add?" 


Zuko's patient tone for once matched his expression. He was getting more used to his friend 
being here and interrupting in probably untraditional ways. After a few good bits of input, 
he'd started to make allowances for it, while also reminding Sokka to try and follow protocol 
at least once in a while. 


Sokka opened his mouth before it occurred to him his brain was not going to supply anything 
useful right at that moment. "You look hot' could maybe be excused as a comment on the 
weather, but 'Your ass looks great in that robe' would be harder to explain away. He shut his 
mouth with a snap of his teeth he thought was probably audible and winced. 


Zuko gave him a look he couldn't interpret as anything other than 'Why are you being weird?’ 
but considerately moved on and continued the discussion leaving Sokka to his discomfort and 
growing embarrassment. And the dawning realization that he wanted to see Zuko out of those 
robes and that his eyes were still drifting downwards. 


Fuck. That was the direction his blood and attention were heading too. 


An active imagination had always been one of his greatest assets. Now not so much. He was 
picturing what was under those robes, then himself taking them off. 


He'd always sort of considered Zuko attractive in an abstract way - post angry-ponytail-guy 
phase of course. 


But this was totally new. He didn't know what had changed. He'd never looked at a guy and 
‘wanted' before. Why did this have to happen to him now? In the middle of a meeting? And 
with one of his best friends? His married best friend? His straight, married best friend? 


He'd not had sex in a while, he'd simply been too busy and the people he associated with 
these days were diplomats and court-types, not the right people for a casual hook-up. Not in 
his current role. Maybe it was just that? And the fact that it looked like Zuko had an 
objectively spectacular ass hidden away in plain sight? 


It could be simple aesthetics. Like appreciating art, or a beautiful sculpture, right? 


He glanced around the room. There were a few undeniably attractive people in there. The 
council woman to his right had even shot him the odd flirty glance once in a while since he'd 
arrived at court. He'd considered making a pass at one of the Kyoshi Warriors currently 
standing guard, Kiko, on more than one occasion, but not had the opportunity. Doing it when 
she was on duty was a no-go. 


He looked around again, everyone was sitting or had their back against a wall. He was man 
enough to admit he had a thing for a shapely behind but he couldn't find anyone currently 
with whom he could compare his reaction to Zuko's. Maybe another body part? Lips? 


He watched Zuko's mouth. At least that was marginally more socially acceptable. 


He was worrying his lower lip with his teeth while he focused on something the Earth King's 
Ambassador was saying. Sokka was supposed to be listening to that as well. But he knew he 
was a lost cause right now. 


Yep, still turned on. Getting worse. Had Zuko's pout always been that sexy? He clearly wasn't 
happy about something right this moment. 


Now he was responding and moving animatedly. 
Spirits, he was cute when he got passionate like that. 


Sokka groaned quietly. His neighbor gave him another puzzled look. He saw his hands were 
clenched into fists on the top of the council table. He lowered them into his lap and tried to 
force himself to relax a little. No good. 


Maybe this was just some passing madness? Maybe he should tap council woman's... no, her 
name had escaped him, Ling, maybe? Maybe he should tap her shoulder and see if she'd like 
to have a drink to discuss - well not what had happened in this meeting, he really wouldn't be 
able to contribute much. Maybe they could discuss the negotiations between Yu Dao and 
Cranefish Town to become partner cities? He still had a lot of friends and sway there. She 
was pretty. She'd definitely shown interest on more than one occasion, so he assumed she was 
single. 


He looked sideways and she flashed a glance in his direction. Yes, definitely interested. He 
should look back but his eyes fell on Zuko again. He was pacing and the thin fabric clung to 
his abdomen just long enough that Sokka could make out the outline of his abs, just for a 
second. 


He dug his short, neat nails into his thighs, which were squeezing together tightly. He didn't 
know if that was making his situation worse or better but he needed to do something with all 
this tension that was building up in his body. 


Someone entered the room suddenly, but Sokka couldn't take his eyes off Zuko, it was crazy. 
Maybe it was some sort of transference from his feelings for Suki, considering that she 
apparently couldn't keep her hands off Zuko, at least when they were around close friends. 
There had to be some reasonable explanation. 


The messenger whispered something to Zuko. "I'm afraid I'm being called away. Thank you 
for your time everyone. I think we made some real progress today." He nodded decisively 
and suddenly Sokka was hyper fixated on his neck. He looked up and found Zuko's piercing 
gold eyes looking directly at him. Concern evident. He walked towards him and Sokka went 
to stand before reconsidering when he realized his current aroused state would be impossible 
to hide. He hoped Zuko wouldn't think he was being rude. 


"You okay, Sokka? You've seemed a bit distracted today. I have to run off, but we're still on 
for dinner right? Unless you're not feeling well?" 


His friend was worried about him and of course, he'd forgotten, he was due to meet Zuko and 
Suki, Zuko's wife and Sokka's former love and forever friend, for the evening meal. Spirits. 
He needed to sort himself out before then. Zuko was still waiting for an answer while all 
around him the other meeting participants were exchanging words and gathering up their 
belongings, making ready to depart. All while he just sat there, stupidly staring at Zuko's 
mouth again. 


"Uh, yeah. Just tired I guess." He faked a yawn which luckily then turned into a real one. 


Zuko looked disappointed. "Oh, we can reschedule for another night if you're not up for it. 
I'm sure Suki will understand." 


Oh, La! Disappointed Zuko was also doing it for him. He wanted to go, he did, but maybe 
that would be a bad idea until he figured out what was going on with both his libido and brain 
right now. 


"Um, that might be for the best." 


"Right." Zuko looked away to where the messenger was waiting for him, somewhat 
impatiently. "Just send me a message when you're free next and I'll try and re-arrange my 
schedule." 


Sometimes it baffled him that this kind, considerate, thoughtful man was the same one who'd 
chased him, Katara and Aang half-way around the world. "I appreciate it, thanks, Zuko." 


Zuko nodded, pushed back a stray lock of hair that had fallen out of his top knot and began to 
walk away. 


Sokka tried to look away, but couldn't. "Uh, Zuko. I like the new robes." 
Zuko paused and turned back. Sokka kept his eyes at eye level - with some effort. 


"Uh, thanks. I think they're maybe a little thin for my taste, but it's been so hot recently... and 
I was told this was the latest fashion. Still not too sure." 


"Nah, you should keep them." Why did he insist on making life harder for himself? 


Zuko simply nodded like he'd consider it, simply because Sokka had made the suggestion, 
then left the room. 


Sokka watched him go for a few moments before turning back to the table. 


"Good call. Those robes made this meeting half-way bearable. I can't stand kick-offs. 
Nothing ever gets done, it's just all agreeing to agree at some future point." 


Sokka turned to the council woman. Ling Chen. That was her name. She was collecting her 
papers and writing equipment up, but slowly, and was looking at him with a raised eyebrow 
and a small half- smile which brought out a truly cute dimple in her left cheek. He smiled 
back. "I know what you mean. Glad I could help increase your future enjoyment." 


He shot her a look he hoped couldn't be mis-interpreted. "I'm happy to continue doing that 
now. If you'd be interested?" 


She looked down at the table but her smile grew. "I didn't think you would be interested..." 


Almost everyone was gone. If he held his files just right, and then walked a step behind the 
council woman, he should be able to exit, dignity mostly intact. 


"Well, to be totally honest, I could really do with reviewing your notes from this session. I 
wasn't totally paying attention towards the end." 


"I noticed." 
Oh. 
"So, my chambers or yours, Ambassador?" 


So, she'd definitely seen him but didn't seem bothered. He wasn't going to look a gift Emu- 
Horse in the mouth. 


Definitely his chambers. That way if Zuko or Suki asked he could be honest and say he'd 
retired to his rooms early. 


"Mine." 


He steered her out of the room with a gentle hand on the small of her back. She was nice and 
pretty and not Zuko. 


He would blow off some steam, become better 'friends' with a useful political ally and 
hopefully not think about Zuko - in those robes, or out of them - like that, ever again. 


He focused his eyes on the very attractive ass in front of him. And sighed. Okay, maybe he 
already knew this distraction was doomed to fail as anything other than temporary. But he'd 
try and enjoy it anyway. 


Dinner - well he'd simply have to see how that went. The last thing he wanted was to creep 
Zuko out, or have Suki notice. And if a woman who barely knew him could read his new 
interest in Zuko, Suki would spot it in moments. 


He shook his head. 


Sex now. Self reflection, pending sexuality crisis and all that other stuff later. Horniness 
could account for a lot. Maybe he'd be fine by the time the meal was re-organized. 


Somehow, Sokka already knew it wasn't going to be quite that simple. 


End Notes 


There are a few more entries planned, but if you'd like to request any you don't see below, do 
let me know. I'm open to prompts. 


, eaeclas a eee eee ee ) 


The one where Sokka tells his dad 

The one where Suki lies 

The one where Zuko kisses someone else 
The one where Suki decides 

The one where Zuko and Suki lose a baby 
The one with that massage 

The one where Zuko tries and fails to forgive 


The one where Suki and Sokka make a mistake 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


